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which might have been caused my host for unwittingly
perpetrating a newspaper plot to interview, the temptation
was perhaps one of the greatest in all of my hectic newspaper
career.
The luncheon was over. Henry Ford approached and
offered his hand with a brief comment that he had been
"glad to meet you" and passed out of the door back into the
solitude of months in the tractor factory beyond. And back
went this reporter to Detroit that afternoon with a sense of
decency and ethics at the expense of a certain brand of enter-
prise.
Certain of my colleagues might call this dumb. I did not
think so at the time. Had not virtue been visited with just
reward I would have thought so eventually. My next plan
was to make a second approach to Mr. Ford through Dean
Lucking, his attorney, with offices in Detroit. This plan was
feasible and after taking leave of my luncheon host who
appreciated the delicacy of the incident, I told him precisely
where I would be during the remainder of the day and the
morrow, "just in case.'*
For purposes of sequence the scene here turns to the office
of the executive, my host. Mr. Ford at the time had no
specific office. He had a habit of wandering from one office
to another and chatting with executives as he sat on the
corner of a desk. His own office, so to speak, was in his gray
sack suit unless he chose to wear a blue one.
"Who was that young fellow at lunch to-day?" asked
the manufacturer as he dropped into the magazine office.
"That was Forrest of the New York Tribune, who came
all the way from New York to talk to you," replied the
official.
"Well, why didn't he talk to me when he was introduced?"
queried Ford.

